THE   GHEEN   EDGE   OF   ASIA

distinguish good from bad, used to strike me with
full force whenever I saw a grey-haired colonel and
his wife gravely put off their foot-gear, he his riding-
boots and she sandals, and both of them curl up with
their socked feet on the seats.

The Chinese sit and keep their feet shod as we do.
I have been told by a distinguished Chinese of a
theory that they, too, used to sit squatting on the
ground, but that the habit fell out of use when the
people of what is now the region round Canton, a
wet place, took to making chairs and tables on
account of the damp, and the custom spread.

At night the striking thing again is on the whole
the similarity. In Japan and Korea they use the com-
munal sleeping-car as in America and Canada; some
ten upper and ten lower berths end to end along each
side of the coach and concealed from the central
gangway by curtains. In China proper and sometimes
in Manchuria they use the European system of one or
two in a compartment. They even have the familiar
blue Wagons Lits coaches on certain lines, as from
Shanghai to Peiping, and charge about double for the
privilege, the only perceptible difference from the
Chinese first-class sleepers being more sound-proof
walls, the enclosure of the lavabo (endearing term!)
in a special compartment inside the sleeping com-
partment, and a rather greater quantity of sparkling
biasswork.